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Indians told us how 
tornado never hit 
a place two rivers meet. 


There, after the roar, my 
fingers mere shreds coiling 


through a chain-link 
fence, I look up to 


green broils of 
sky and a woman 


hanging from a for- 
lorn tree by 


brightest hair. I 
can't forget, nor, 
now, will you. 


